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INTRODUCTION 

This  booklet  embraces  a  selection  of  translations 
from  that  circle  of  German  poets  who  find  in  Stefan 
George  and  Hugo  von  Hofmannsthal  their  leaders 
and  centres  and  who  have  published  their  pro- 
ductions in  the  *^  Blaetter  fuer  die  Kunsty  This 
circle  has  since  1890  inaugurated  and  maintained 
in  Germany  the  counter-movement  against  naturalism, 
and  has  opposed  to  its  social  and  other  aims  that 
have  no  relation  to  art,  a  new  treatment  of  the 
form,  of  the  versification,  of  the  scope  of  art.  Its 
effect  in  Germany  soon  outstripped  the  at-first  narrow, 
esoteric  limitations,  so  that  to-day  the  whole  of  the 
young  generation  is  under  the  influence  of  this  form 
of  poetry,  from  which  even  the  former  representatives 
of  naturalism  can  no  longer  withdraw  themselves. 

Now  that  the  names  and  works  of  this  group  have 
already  been  some  years  introduced  into  France  and 
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Holland,  it  may  perchance  be  of  interest  for  the 
English  public  also,  to  become  acquainted  with  them 
by  way  of  translation,  more  especially  as  Hugo  von 
Hofmannsthal  has  already  attained  a  universal  reputa- 
tion by  his  numerous  plays,  and  the  plays  of  K.  G. 
Vollmoeller  and  of  E.  Hardt  are  also  making  their 
way  in  the  favour  of  the  public. 

Those  who  desire  to  enter  more  intimately  into 
the  artistic  aims  of  the  circle  and  particularly  those 
of  their  leader  Stefan  George  may  refer  to  the  articles 
of  Professor  Kurt  Breysig  {Die  Zukunft.  VIII.  Jahr- 
-gang,  No.  1 6,  17),  Professor  Georg  Simmel  {Neue 
Deulsche Rundschau,  Y^XMZx^  \^o\,  2ind Die  Ztikunft, 
VI.  JaJirgang,  No.  22),  Professor  Richard  M.  Meyer 
4JPreussische  Jahrhuecher,  April,  1897). 


STEFAN    GEORGE 


After  Vintage.    L 

Come  to  the  park  that  was  called  dead,  and  see : 
From  distant  shores  a  radiant  joyous  glowing, 
The  clouds  in  azure  pureness  floating  free 
Unhoped  for  gleam  on  pond  and  path  are  throwing. 

Take  there  the  deepest  red,  the  softening  grey, 
From  beeches  and  from  birch,  the  leaves  asway ; 
Belated  roses  linger  yet  beneath ; 
Make  here  your  choice,  kiss  them  and  bind  a  wreath. 

These  farewell  asters,  place  them  so  to  s^ine. 
And  what  the  summer's  sun  has  left  to  you 
Of  living  green,  oh  wind  it  lightly  through 
The  purple  vine  in  autumn  day's  decline. 


Wanderer  in  Snow.     I. 

The  many  stones  that  stuck  along  my  street 
Have  all  now  vanished  in  soft  bed  of  snow 
Which  in  the  distance  rises  to  the  skies, 
The  flakes  are  weaving  still  the  pallid  sheet. 

If  one  a-gust  upon  my  lash  doth  blow 

It  trembles  as  when  tears  swell  to  the  eyes  .  .  . 

I  look  to  stars,  I  bid  them  be  my  guide ; 

With  winter's  dismal  hlght  they  leave  me  lone. 

K 

Glad  on  this  plain  of  white  would  I  abide, 
vStill  bedded  there,  all  to  myself  unknown. 
But  if  the  snow-blasts  took  me  in  their  train 
And  icy  death-winds  could  not  pierce  me  quite : 

I  still  might  seek  again  a  friendly  door, 

In  secret  there  behind  that  hilly  chain, 

Young  hope  may  be  in  wait,  now  sleeping  light, 

The  spring's  first  touch  wakes  her  to  life  once  more» 


Ofttimes  on  moonlit  night  with  gladsome  awe 
Together  we  the  woodland  path  began ; 
It  seemed  that  dewy  blossoms  on  us  ran, 
A  land  of  myth  where'er  we  went  we  saw. 

To  valleys  of  enchantment  you  did  go 

Where  naked  clearness  shone,  pale  fragrance  flew  : 

Afar  you  showed  me  where  in  dolour's  dew 

A  cheerless  love  from  dark  abyss  did  grow. 
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Dark  night  on  mournful  day 
Sombre  velvet  hangings  quell 
Footsteps  light  that  lay 
Where  love  in  death-throes  felL 

Love  dies  by  thy  desire, 
And  silent  now  and  white 
Upon  the  bier  he  lies     ,     . 
Pale  candles  throw  their  light. 

The  lights  are  soon  burnt  low ; 
You  hasten  forth  blindfold, 
The  house  is  filled  with  dole 
For  love's  last  glow  grown  cold» 
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I  feel  your  step  within  my  walls 

As  if  it  sorrow  early  knew, 

And  joyfully  resounding  halls 

With  play  and  feast  meant  nought  to  you. 

Here  rarely  is  a  footstep  heard, 
Autumnal  scent  the  room  doth  fill, 
Here  finds  a  hope  the  hopeless  still, 
And  doubting  question  gentle  word. 

On  entrance  here — a  touch  of  hand, 
On  journey  forth  from  tranquil  time — 
A  kiss ;  as  token  to  amend 
The  soon  farewell— a  tender  rhyme. 
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'Tis  not  wise  until  extremest  day 
Transient  pleasures  to  wish  still  to  stay. 
Birds  have  left  their  nest  for  Southern  sky 
Flowers  are  waiting  for  the  snow,  to  die. 

Timid  fingers  weary  flowerets  touch ! 
This  year  brings  no  others,  only  such, 
Wishes  can  call  roses  back  no  more 
Others  with  a  spring  may  be  in  store. 

Loosen  then  mine  arm  and  give  not  way, 
Leave  with  me  before  the  sun's  last  ray 
Fleet  the  park  ;  ere  winter's  dead'ning  blight 
And  fast  rising  mists  bid  us  take  flight. 
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No  way  too  long — no  path  too  steep 
Thou  by  my  side  my  step  to  keep. 
The  wide  abyss,  sepulchral  air 
Speak  of  atonement  everywhere. 

And  thus  the  sober  ashen  plain 
We  traverse  songless — yet  no  stain 
We  know  of  anger  or  of  rue — 
No  more  we  sue — nor  I  nor  you. 

I  timid  spy  with  tearful  eye 
If  He  who  richly  tunes  be  nigh 
Whom  harmony  alone  doth  suit 
Who  gladly  plays  our  goldeniute. 
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Borne  by  the  song  so  soft  along 
You  did  not  know  the  way  was  long ; 
I  saw  deep  mists  upon  the  heath 
The  leaves  so  sere  and  thorns  beneath. 

Your  roving  look  so  full  of  dream, 
It  sees  the  earth  in  spring's  new  gleam  ; 
Away  from  here  your  thoughts  it  stole 
Onward  so  sure  to  happy  goal. 

I  ask  but  this  :  Who  comes  when  soft 
The  golden  cowslip  nods  aloft, 
And  quiet  water's  banks  grow  gay 
To  help  me  to  begin  the  May  ? 
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Along  the  shore  slow  hours  drift, 

The  ripples  fret  with  water's  lift, 

The  freshening  winds  play  with  the  sheen 

Now  all  ablaze  and  now  unseen. 

We  gazed  there  silent  hand  in  hand ; 
Then  she  saw  grass-blades  in  the  sand : 
She  gathered  them,  a  garland  bound, 
And  that  day's  melody  was  found. 

So  clear  it  sounded  when  begun 

As  of  the  goal  that  we  had  won, 

But  singing  of  far  bliss,  her  song 

Grew  hollow  soon  !  and  sad  !  and  long  \ 
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The  hill  where  we  are  wandering  lies  in  shadow 
While  light  still  wreathes  around  the  mountain  nigh, 
The  tiny  moon  floating  o'er  pale-green  meadow, 
Like  a  white  cloudlet  climbs  serene  the  sky. 

The  highways,  far-off  pointing,  become  fainter, 
By  tired  wanderer  lisping  tune  is  heard. 
Is  it  a-down  the  hill  an  unseen  water  ? 
Is  it  the  lullaby  of  happy  bird  ? 

Two  night-winged  butterflies  find  early '^meeting, 
From  blade  to  blade  they  dance  with  joy  imbued  ; 
While  from  the  blossoms,  from  the  verdure  fleeting, 
Come  evening-odours  for  a  pain  subdued. 


Thougli  heavy  mists  behind  the  fir-trees  hide, 

O  slacken  not  thy  fearless  speed, 

Speak  with  those  ghostly  forms,  give  dauntless  heed 

And  see  they  move  to  wander  by  thy  side. 

When  grass  and  furrow  on  the  path  look  stone 
And  hoar-frosts  heavily  the  trees  are  heaping, 
Attune  thy  heart,  thine  ear,  to  winter's  weeping 
Which  sobs  with  silent  solitudes  alone. 

Thus  ever  thou  keep'st  ope  thy  weary  eyes, 
Though  steep  the  slope  and  high,  thou  need'st  no 

guiding, 
Although  the  dimly  lighted  goal  is  hiding 
And  the  one  star  that  shone  upon  thy  skies. 


With  pale  endeavour  did  I  search  in  woe — 
I  deemed  the  treasure  in  what  bade  endure^ — 
And  things  were  rolling  dim  and  insecure  ; 
When,  lo  !  an  angel  filled  my  portico : 

And  to  the  sunken  senses  worn  with  sin 
He  carries  flowers  rich;  and  still  he  lingers, 
The  almond-blossoms  budding  from  his  fingers 
And  roses,  roses,  all  around  his  chin. 

Upon  his  placid  brow  no  crown  was  laid, 
And  as  he  spake  it  seemed  as  'twere  my  voice  : 
*'  The  life  of  beauty,  bidding  thee  rejoice, 
Sends  message !" — this  to  me  he  smiling  said, 

And  dropt  the  lilies,  dropt  the  gold  hiimosas  ; 
And  when  to  gather  them  I  quickly  knelt, 
He  knelt  there  by  my  side,  and  soon  I  felt 
My  gladdening  face  amid  the  budding  roses. 


Upon  my  path  were  passing  evil  days, 
And  many  voices  sounded  rough  and  shrill, 
But  now  a  goodly  spirit  rightly  weighs, 
Now  I  do  nought  but  with  the  angel's  will. 

When  oftentimes  on  dreary  shores  still  drifting 

The  soul  gives  vent  yet  to  a  stifled  wail, 

On  anchoring-place  she  hears  a  voice  uplifting  : 

^'  For  shores  more  beauteous  hoist  now  quick  thy  sail !  " 

And  when  towards  the  open  sea  soon  nearing 

A  storm  and  there  a  phantom  me  await, 

There  deadly  throes — He  quick  my  boat  now  steering 

His  finger  lifts  and  raging  waves  abate. 

With  swift  control  He  smooths  the  surge's  sway, 
Tlie  clouded  skies  in  lucid  azure  smile, 
And  in  still  wafers  in  their  straight  array 
The  ships  seek  harbour  by  a  tranquil  isle. 
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As  long  as  vapour-tints  the  mountains  round 
Illumined  soft,  my  way  was  easy  found, 
And  friendly  voices  sounded  from  afar ; 
Now  all  is  silent  'neath  the  evening  star. 

Now  no  one  lingers  who  for  journey's  break 
Would  walk  with  me  to  let  new  hopes  awake, 
No  one  now  bids  me  be  consoling  guide, 
All  footsteps  die  as  dark  the  shadows  glide. 

And  with  the  cricket's  chirp  all  tunes  now  cease, 
Old  memories  fade  in  tranquil  evening's  peace  : 
A  pallid  mist  broods  cold  upon  the  dale, 
The  paths  lie  soundless  in  a  hazy  veil. 

Sepulchral  airs  towards  me  seem  to  steal 
From  where  we  all  must  rest,  and  yet  I  feel 
That  love  supreme  is  still  awake  in  you, 
And  bids  my  ebbing  powers  enkindle  new 
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The  Carpet 

Mankind  and  beasts  with  alien  growths  entwined 
As  one  with  silken  tassels  are  framed  in, 
And  light-blue  crescents  by  white  stars  confined 
Are  crossing  oft  the  frozen  dance  therein. 

And  simple  lines  are  drawn  'twixt  those  that  twine, 
This  part  awry  with  that  one  seems  in  strife  ; 
And  no-one  their  enigma  can  divine     .     . 
When  lo  !  one  night  the  canvas  wakes  to  life. 

The  once  dead  branches  shuddering  leave  their  spots, 
The  beings  round  which  circles  were  revolving 
Are  clear  now  facing  all  the  tasseled  knots 
And  what  you  pondered  on  they  soon  are  solving ! 

They  solve  not  as  you  would,  find  not  for  all 
Accustomed  hours,  and  no  guild-treasure's  issue. 
For  the  many  it  comes  ne'er  and  ne'er  by  call 
And  to  the  rare  ones  rarely  in  the  tissue. 


The  Alien 

She  came  alone  from  distant  shore — 
The  cottagers  avoid  her  door — 
She  baked  and  brewed  and  fortunes  told, 
Sang  to  the  moon  with  hair  that  flowed. 

On  church-days  she  wore  motley  gear, 
From  out  her  window  oft  would  peer    .    . 
Austerely  sweet  then  grew  her  smile, 
Husbands  and  brothers  to  beguile. 

And  the  year  after,  in  the  gloam, 
While  seeking  crowfoot  she  did  roam, 
They  saw  her  sink  in  turfy  bog — 
And  others  swore  that  in  a  fog 

She  vanished  near  the  highway  hedge  1 
Her  babe  alone  remained  as  pledge, 
Dark  as  the  night,— like  linen  white, 
Born  in  the  pallid  Lenten  light. 
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Brothers  in  Pain 

You  wander  in  darkness,  and  glistening  ray 
Smiles  still  by  your  side — you  the  fast  falling  day  ! 
In  silent  accordance  all's  said  twixt  you  now, 
To  pain  unavoidable  calmly  you  bow. 

Who  wholly  would  give,  oh,  how  little  they  gain  1 
And  youthful  bright  brow  to  the  far  would  attain. 
You  wander  in  darkness  and  glistening  ray 
Smiles  still  by  your  side — you  the  fast  falling  day. 

And  sometimes  yet  when  for  the  past  to  atone 
Some  closer-felt  touches  in  passing  condole 
When  presaging  silence  once  more  round  you  flows 
Tt  seems  to  you  hope  now  again  on  you  grows  : 

A- tremble  your  arms  to  the  bosom  tight-pressed 
The  soon-sinking  eve  you  thus  fain  would  arrest, 
For  one  hour  only  you  bid  it  abide 
While  dreaming  of  morn  glides  the  star  by  your  side. 
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Statues — The   Sixth 

When  in  my  hands  the  ancient  red  urns  I  am  turning, 
Through  the  remains  of  the  faded  and  weather-beat  crust 
Limbs  of  the  stately  in  fight  I'm  discerning, 
Games  of  the  bathers  there  and  of  their  lust. 

In  the  angels  so  painfully  brilliant  o'erglazed, 

Seek   I   the  ribs  that  protrude  and  the  veins  that  are 

throbbing, 
Feel  the  flame  here  once  more  as  for  its  shaper  it  blazed 
Sinful  my  lips  from  the  marble  its  sacredness  robbing. 

Fear  and  desire  awaken  the  names  which  far-sounding 
Tell  of  high  sovereigns  and  leaders  in  purple  and  gold ; 
Age-darkened  frames,  many  cracked,  the  fine  heads  are 

surrounding, 
As  out  of  shades  silver-hued,  lights  carmine  they  unfold. 

And  I  marvel :  what  feelings,  what  chords,  did  the  grace 
Once  of  this  look,  of  this  hair,  in  remote  souls  evoke  ? 
How  was  the  mouth  there  upheld  for  embrace, 
To  which  senseless  desires  now  raise  flameless  smoke  ? 
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Statues — The  Seventh.     The  Veil 

I  toss  it  thus  :  and  those  who  near  their  home 
Reap  fruit  on  native  tree-ground  I  amaze  .  .  . 
Distance  unfolds  and  Eastern  cities  blaze 
Sudden  with  tents  and  battlements  and  dome. 

Then  rising :  barren  bounds  of  buildings  soon 
Like  phantoms  gleam  through  moist  and  misty  white  : 
The  world's  astir  ''neath  pallid  silvery  light — 
Moonlight  of  thought  in  broad  illumined  noon  ! 

It  waves  and  floats  :  and  in  deep  primal  glades 
Like  shepherds  these — and  there  pure  maidens  gliding, 
Like  those  who  to  their  goddess  sacrificing  ... 
Those  lovers  under  myrtles  like  to  shades. 

And  thus  'tis  whirled  :  in  bands  of  ten  they're  thronging 
Through  thine  accustomed  gate  in  sunlight's  kiss — 
Finders  of  lengthened  joy,  of  light-felt  bliss  ... 
As  with  my  veil  I  play  so  grows  your  longing  ! 
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Day  Song 
I 

Thou  begann'st,  oh  my  day, 
With  bright  promises'  throng. 
From  childhood's  rich  valley 
Exulted  a  song. 

Thou  went'st  on  then  so  radiant, 
Enwreathed  and  supreme, 
And  thy  glistening  hair 
Took  from  blossoms  a  gleam. 

'Midst  the  clustering  choir. 
In  the  heat  the  chase  gave, 
After  silver,  the  em'rald. 
After  meadows,  the  wave. 

They  follow  thee  gay, 
Who  were  lured  by  thy  smile, 
Oh  how  great  thou  my  day 
And  yet  fled  in  no  while  ! 
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Day  Song 
III 

By  the  waters  that  afar  moan, 
Where  the  poplars  in  the  sun  sway, 
Sits  a  bird  and  its  calm  tone, 
Leaves,  and  wind  are  thrilling  one  lay. 

And  the  bird  sings  a  low  air : 
Park  and  mead  soon  in  snow  dead. 
Seasons  pass  and  they  grow  fair. 
And  the  mountains  still  aglow  red. 

But  remembrance  leaves  a  May-dream 
That  to  happier  ones  its  feet  wends, 
From  its  hand  golden  rays  gleam 
That  it  soon  and  only  fleet  lends. 

Lift  thy  head  that  doth  bend  low 
If  a  vision  out  of  night  rise — 
And  await  my  song's  end  so 
And  remain  thus  till  the  light  dies. 
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Leo   XIII 

To-day,  when  monarchs  are  like  puppets  strutting 
With  Mammon  guise  and  clattering  ignoble : 
Our  mind,  which  hungers  truly  to  revere 
And  to  real  majesty  with  awe  to  bow, 
Turns  to  the  fatherly,  mild-serious  face 
Of  him  who  is  the  Trinity's  right  anointed, 
Who  centenarian  from  his  hold  is  gazing, 
A  shade  of  4ife*s  most  beautiful  completion. 

Deep  cares  for  all  the  world  on  him  have  lain 
Now  he  rejoices  in  his  fruitful  garden, 
He  gently  grasps  full  grapes  with  slim  white  hands, 
Light  bread  and  wine  and  mallow  his  repast 
And  on  his  slumberless  long  nights  there  falls 
No  honour-thirsting  phantom,  he  is  hymning 
Sweet  praises  to  the  Virgin  Saint,  Earth's  blessing. 
And  her  mild-radiant  and  almighty  Child. 


"  Come,  Holy  Infant,  aid  the  world  that  bursts 
That  helpless  it  not  fall,  Redeemer  Thou, 
May  from  thy  blessing  rise  a  milder  Time 
Scatheless  and  pure  out  of  these  sinful  woes  .  .  . 
Then  to  our  homes  return  long  sought  for  peace 
And  Love  entwine  us  with  fast  brother-bands  !  " 
Thus  chants  the  poet  and  the  seer  knows 
The  New  Salvation  springs  but  from  New  Love. 

When  decked  with  emblematical  insignia, 

And  carried  with  the  baldachin— a  model 

Of  solemn  pomp  and  godly  ministration 

In  wrapped  by  incense  and  mild  Hgbt  from  candles, 

He  holy  blessing  to  the  world  distributes, 

We  sink  upon  the  ground,  devout  believers 

In  union  with  the  mighty  multitude, 

Grown  beautiful  as  by  the  wonder  rapt. 
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The   Mirror 

Unto  a  tranquil  pond,  of  flowers  bare, 
I  after  all  my  journeyings  must  reel. 
Already  to  this  mirror  brought  I  e'er 
All  thoughts  and  dreams,  all  wishes  that  1  feel, 
That  they  at  last  themselves  therein  might  know  — 
But  pale  and  ghastly  they  themselves  saw  there  : 
**  It  is  not  we,"  they  spake  with  pensive  air 
And  wept  when  from  the  mirror  they  did  go. 

When  suddenly  across  the  bitterness 
And  cruel  mouldering  of  shadows  old 
1  felt  how  fortune's  fullest  gleam  was  cast. 
Meseemed  that  her  arm  my  rapture  swayed, 
That  I  the  star  did  from  her  forehead  wrest, 
Then  at  her  feet  my  form  enfranchised  laid. 
There  full  in  wild  and  fiery  flames  I  glowed 
And  rose  and  fully  gave  myself  at  last. 
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You  wishes,  dreams,  come  to  the  pond  now  bold  ! 
Why  are  you  to  the  mirror  bending  deep  ? 
You  doubt  still  that  your  image  now  it  hold  ? 
i\Iay  be  'tis  furrowed  by  a  flower  sere, 
Blurred  by  a  cloud  dance  of  the  falling  year. 
How  timid  you  towards  each  other  creep ! 
You  weep  no  more,  but  say  still  gloomily, 
As  erst :  "  It  is  not  we  !  it  is  not  we  ! '' 


A   Litany 

Deep  is  the  shadow 

glooming  around  me 
Now  I  re-enter, 

Master,  thy  house. 

Long  was  the  journey, 

weary  the  limbs  are, 
Empty  the  coffers, 

full  only  woe. 

Famishing  lips  for 

wine  now  are  thirsting.. 
Hard  was  the  struggle, 

stark  is  my  arm. 

Grudge  not  a  respite 

to  staggering  footstep, 
To  hungering  palate 

crumble  thy  bread. 
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Feeble  my  breath  is 

calling  the  phantom, 
Hollow  my  hands  are, 

feverish  my  lips. 

Lend  me  thy  coolness, 

temper  the  burning, 
Hope  take  thou  from  me, 

send  me  the  light ! 

Flames  in  the  heart  still 

open  are  glowing ; 

Far  in  the  soul-depths 

wakes  yet  a  cry. 

Deaden  the  longing, 

heal  thou  the  aching  ! 
Love  take  thou  from  me, 

give  me  thy  bliss  ! 
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My  child  came  home. 

The  sea-wind  waves  still  in  his  hair, 

Still  sway  his  step 

The  perils  proved  and  journey^s  youthful  joy. 

From  salty  spray 

Still  glows  his  cheek  with  tawny  hue  : 

Fruit  soon  matured 

In  foreign  sunray's  wild-wood  scent  and  brand. 

His  look  is  full 

Of  secrets  that  I  ne*er  shall  know, 

And  slightly  veiled 

Since  he  from  spring  into  our  winter  came. 

So  open  bloomed 

The  blossom  forth  that  shy  I  saw, 

And  would  not  take 

The  lips  that  other  lips  for  kiss  did  choose. 

Mine  arm  enfolds 

What  without  me  to  other  worlds 

Doth  bud  and  grow — 

Mine  own  and  yet  from  me  so  very  far. 
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Window  where  I  once  with  thee 
Nightly  at  the  landscape  gazed, 
Doth  now  gleam  with  stranger  light. 

Path  still  runs  from  gate,  where  thou 
Without  looking  backward  stoodst, 
Then  towards  the  vale  didst  wend. 

At  the  turning  once  again 

Moon  flashed  on  thy  pallid  face — 

But  it  was  too  late  to  call. 

Darkness — silence — frigid  air 
Falls  as  then  around  the  house. 
Every  joy  thou  took'st  with  thee. 
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"  When  I  am  passing  by  thy  house 
A  prayer  to  thee  I  upward  raise 
As  if  therein  thou  lay  est  dead.'' 

When  I  am  standing  on  thy  bridge, 
A  whisper  from  the  stream  doth  say : 
Once  here  for  me  thy  light  did  rise. 

If  thou  thyself  dost  cross  my  path, 
Mine  eye  doth  stay  thee  not,  and  turns 
Without  or  shudder  or  salute, 

But  only  with  an  inward  bend, 
Such  as  we  tender  when  we  pass 
A  stranger  borne  upon  the  bier. 
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This  song  alone 

Thou  art  to  own  : 

Fancies  of  a  child, 

Tears  reconciled  .  . 

Through  morning-gardens  ringing 

'Tis  lightly  swinging.  . 

For  thee  alone 

It  is  to  be 

A  touching  melody. 
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In  the  wind's  play 
What  I  did  say 
Only  a  dream. 
Only  a  smile 
What  thou  didst  give. 
After  a  while 
A  light  doth  gleam- 
Now  throbs  the  May, 
Now  I  must  e'er 
For  thine  eye  and  hair 
Every  day 
In  longing  live. 
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Pathways  crossing  .  .  . 
We  at  the  end. 
Evening  sinking 
This  is  the  end. 
Short  the  journey 
Whom  doth  it  wear  ? 
Too  long  already  .  . 
The  pain  doth  wear. 
Hands  were  tendered : 
What  didst  thou  leave  ? 
Sighs  suspended 
Heardst  thou  the  heave  ? 
On  my  pathway 
Thou  not  with  me 
Tears  are  falling 
Thou  dost  not  see. 
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Spring's  Prelude 

The  spring  wind  doth  leap 
Through  groves  bare  and  long, 
Things  strange  and  deep 
Are  in  his  song. 

He  swung  himself  where 
Was  dire  distress, 
The  dishevelled  hair 
He  touched  with  caress. 

Almond  blooms  cleaving 
He  shook  to  the  ground, 
Warm  limbs  that  were  heaving 
With  coolness  he  wound. 

On  lips  laughing  gay 
His  touch  he  laid, 
In  mountain  and  bay 
Deep  soundings  made. 
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Through  the  flute  of  the  faun 
He  slipped  as  a  wail, 
To  the  red  of  the  dawn 
He  hoisted  his  sail. 

In  silence  he  flew 
Within  whispering  hall, 
And  stooping  he  blew 
The  flame  in  its  fall. 

The  spring  wind  doth  leap 
Through  groves  bare  and  long, 
Things  strange  and  deep 
Are  in  his  song. 

In  groves  and  meadows 
He  embraces 
And  chases 
Pallid  shadows, 

And  the  fragrant  hue 

Of  coming  spring 

That  he  brought  whence  he  flew 

Last  evening. 
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Adventure 

With  grey  and  silver  fragrance  was  the  vale 

Of  dusky  twilight  filled,  as  when  the  moon 

Her  cloud-veils  slowly  drops.     But  'twas  not  night. 

With  grey  and  silver  fragrance  of  dark  dales 

Did  blend  and  interweave  my  dreaming  thoughts 

And  still  and  deep  I  sunk  into  the  breathing 

Transparent  sea,  and  left  behind  me  life. 

What  wondrous  flowers  did  I  there  behold, 

The  calyx  dark  aglow  !  thickets  of  plants 

Through  which  a  red -gold  light  as  of  topaz 

In  beaming  currents  broke  and  flowed.     The  whole 

Was  merged  in  the  deep  and  swelling  sounds 

Of  melancholy  music.     And  I  knew 

Though  failed  to  conceive,  and  yet  I  knew  : 

That  this  is  death.     Yea  death  that's  grown  to  music 

In  its  strong  longing  sweet  and  mystic  glowing 

To  darkest  melancholy  kin. 

But  strange ! 
A  deep  unutterable  longing  cried 
Within  my  soul  for  life,  cried  silent  there 
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As  one  doth  cry  when  he  on  mighty  sea-ship 
With  yellow  giant  sails  doth  in  the  dusk 
On  dark  blue  waters  drifting  pass  the  town, 
His  native  town.     He  sees  the  well  known  streets, 
He  hears  the  fountains  murmur,  smells  the  scent 
Of  blooming  Hlac  trees,  he  sees  himself 
A  child  upon  the  shore,  with  childish  eyes 
That  fearful  gaze  and  want  to  cry,  sees  through 
The  opened  window  light  in  his  own  room — 
The  mighty  ship  howe'er  doth  bear  him  onward 
On  shining  dark  blue  waters  noiseless  gliding 
With  yellow  strangely-fashioned  giant  sails. 


We  walked  along  a  path 

We  walked  along  a  path  with  many  bridges, 
In  front  of  us  went  three  quietly  singing — 
I  mention  this  that  thou  recall  the  day — 
Then  saidst  thou,  with  thy  face  to  mine  and  showing 
The  hill  that  shadows  bore  from  clouds,  and  shadows 
From  mountain-slopes,  with  their  entangled  pathways, 
Thou  saidst :  **  That  we  were  there,  we  two  alone !  " 
Therewith  the  sound  that  thrilled  thy  words  seemed 

strange 
As  fragrance  is  of  sandal-wood  and  myrrh. 
— I  saw  too  that  thy  cheeks  were  not  as  erst — 
And  it  befell  me  that  a  wild  wind-breath 
Took  hold  of  me,  as  when  the  earth  doth  quake^ 
And  costly  plate  and  china  all  awry 
Do  roll  around,  and  water  springs  arise, 
And  man  with  double  sight  doth  reeling  stand ; 
For  I  was  there  and  on  yon  hill  withal, 
Ihou  in  my  arm,  and  all  the  joy  thereof 
Was  somehow  one  with  every  sense  of  joy 
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That  this  great  hill  with  many  rifts  might  yield, 
If  one  in  quiet  circles  like  the  eagle 
With  outstretched  pinions  far  were  winging  round. 
Thou  in  my  arm,  I  stood  on  yonder  mount, 
Had  all  the  knowledge  full  of  its  great  height, 
Of  solitude,  of  still  untrodden  path 
Thou  in  my  arm  and  all  the  joy  thereof  ... 
And  when  this  morning  in  the  summer-house. 
Awakening  'neath  the  wall  with  painted  gods, 
I  saw  them  in  their  light  and  wondrous  pleasures. 
As  they  with  feet  so  light  that  scarce  they  weighed, 
From  the  slim  roof  of  vine  entwined  bowers 
Did  tread  blue  air,  and  seemed  to  ascend 
Like  weightless  flames  that  with  melodious  airs 
Do  skyward  rise :  methought  then  I  was  worthy 
With  love  to  touch  the  garment  there  of  those 
That  seemed  nearest  earth,  just  as  a  guest 
Of  the  same  rank  and  a  like  fate  might  do : 
For  I  remembered  then  that  day  with  thee. 
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Thy  face   .    .    • 

Thy  face  to  me  with  many  dreams  came  laden. 
Speechless  I  gazed  at  thee  in  silent  awe, 
How  clear  it  rose  !  that  I  in  former  nights 
Myself  had  yielded  full  to  what  I  saw  : 

The  moon  and  the  too  much  beloved  vale, 
Where  on  the  barren  hill-slopes  far  apart 
The  scanty  fir-trees  stood,  and  in  between 
The  tiny  cloudlets  near  the  ground  did  go  ; 
And  through  the  vast  and  tranquil  vale  the  stream 
Her  ever  fresh  and  ever  stranger  waters 
Let  flow  in  silvery  white — how  clear  it  rose  ! 

How  clear  it  rose  !  For  once  I  even  so 

Unto  these  things  and  to  their  fruitless  splendour 

Myself  in  longing  strong  did  fully  yield  ; 

As  to  thy  tresses  now  I  fain  surrender, 

And  to  the  glow  beneath  thine  eyelids'  shield  ! 
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The  Two 

She  bore  a  cup  with  wine — its  brim 
Was  like  unto  her  mouth  and  chin  ; 
So  light  and  steady  was  her  gait 
No  drop  did  from  the  cup  escape. 

So  firm  and  easy  was  his  hand, 

He  rode  upon  a  young  palfrey, 

And  with  one  gesture  leisurely 

He  forced  his  steed  to  trembling  stand. 

But  when  he  from  her  hand  should  take 
The  chahce  that  was  light  and  red, 
It  seemed  too  hard,  the  two  were  loth, 
So  tremble  did  the  hearts  of  both 
They  found  not  hands,  the  cup  did  shake 
And  on  the  ground  dark  wine  was  shed. 


51 


KARL    GUSTAV   VOLLMOELLER 


From  Landscapes 

The  houses  in  the  mountain's  shelter  sleeping 
The  moon  awakens,  warming  as  she  climbs. 
Two  last  white  cloudlets  with  the  wind  are  keeping 
To  reach  the  harbour  :  evening  rapture  chimes 

On  all  awakened  paths  where  thou  dost  gaze 
Along  the  valley  in  thy  tower's  shade. 
And  thy  far  longing  ev*n — to  thy  amaze — 
Is  by  the  limit  of  round  hillocks  stayed : 

Thy  longing  far  whose  flight  embraced  the  skies, 
Whose  ships  did  hoist  on  every  sea  their  sails — 
Now  in  the  moon's  faint  fume  full  dost  thou  rise 
To  lands  of  nearer  distance,  clearer  dales, 

That  valleys  misty,  castles  pale,  enclose, 
Where  secret  sayings  silent  sagas  hide, 
Where  wine  and  fruit  and  corn  abundant  grows — 
The  land  that's  thine  and  yet  to  thee  denied  ! 
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A  Story 

He  knew  her  long  and  oft  he  saw  her  face 
In  dreams — on  Sundays — when  the  evening  church- 
bells 
Like  homeward  longing  in  his  heart  were  ringing 
And  oft  in  silent  nights. 

He  knew  her  long :  her  hair,  her  jet-black  hair 
And  her  austere  and  pallid  beauty  did  he  know 
And  loved  with  the  desireless  affections 
Of  youthful  love. 

On  yonder  evening  was  it,  then,  when  first 
The  weary  summer  to  the  fall  w^as  wending, 
On  yonder  evening,  looking  up,  he  saw 
As  if  by  chance  her  hot  and  pallid  hand 
Did  lie  in  passing  on  another's  hand 
Caressingly,  just  only  once,  and  quite 
As  if  by  chance. 
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On  yonder  evening  was  it  that  at  first 
His  blood  for  hers  did  cry,  and  for  her  hand 
Her  pallid  feverish  hand,  and  for  her  lips 
And  for  her  body. 

Then  ran  he  yearning  through  the  ancient  trees 
And  sank  beneath  them  in  the  humid  grass 
And  pressed  his  face  into  the  humid  grass 
And  longed  for  her. 

And  since  that  evening  his  whole  life  became 
One  longing  only. 
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Nocturne  in  G  Major 

The  night-wind  sings  and  murmurs  through  the  reed. 

The  gold  laburnum  to  my  boat  doth  bend. 

^'  I  wait,  why  dost  thou  linger  to  descend 

The  stone  steps?  Hush  . .  the  trellis-gate . .  make  speed. 

The  night -wind  sings  and  murmurs  through  the  reed. 

The  night-wind  swings  and  whispers  round  the  boat. 

The  lake  lies  hushed — enfold  me  with  thine  arm 
Give  me  thy  youthful  bosom  chaste  and  warm 
(How  red  thy  mouth  !  how  moist  doth  glow  thy  throat !) 
The  night-wind  swings  and  whispers  round  the  boat. 

The  night-wind  shivers  trembling  through  the  reed. 

Hark  !  early  birds  .  .  could  such  a  rapture  die  ! 

Thou  weep*st  and  sweet  and  sore  weep  I. 

The  gate  goes  soft — the  moon  still  lights  the  mead. 

The  night-wind  rustles  shuddering  through  the  reed. 
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Prayer  to  Ulais 

Would  thou  mightst  die 

In  whispering  woods, 

Where  through  the  beeches 

The  breezes  move, 

Where  glimmering 

Green  and  glimmering  gladness 

Tender  the  furrowed  mountains  are  wreathing- 

Would  thou  mightst  die  ! 

See  there  the  blossom 

Promise  unfolding, 

See  there  a  shrine 

Where  treasures  are  gleaming, 

See  there  a  tower 

Where  sovereigns  are  suffering 

High  is  the  hope  that 

Thy  footstep  sustaineth 

And  in  the  dust  yet  ne'er  did'st  thou  tread. 

But  a  dark  power  threatens  thy  life, 

And  soon  thy  days  now 
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Thine  are  no  lor.t>tr 

Nor  thy  nights — Oh  woe  to  thy  nights 

Woe  to  thee  Oh  Ulais. 

See  how  thy  life  now 

Trembleth  and  faileth,  and  never  in  warmth 

Glowing  gleam  thine  eye  will  illumine, 

From  far  thou  behold'st, 

Never  attaining, 

Unto  no  heavens 

Ripen  thy  deep  and  slumbering  wonders — 

In  thy  saddened  look  we  read 

Deepest  foreboding  of  doom, 

But  alas  never 

Neareth  in  flames,  he 

Who  would  enfranchise,  while  he  is  binding, 

Who  with  homage  subdues  thee — 

Never— Renouncement  style  then  thy  pride  .  , 

Ere  in  gloom  thou  languish  and  waste 

Die  !  Oh  die !  before  thy  fulfilment 

Die !  Oh  die  !  thy  life-flame  extinguish, 

As  in  wine  a  torch-brand  flares  away. 


57 


An  image  dost  thou  stand  before  me 
Quite  still,  thy  lips  have  never  stirred. 
Too  much  it  was  thou  hadst  to  tell  me 
Fain  all  to  say  would  I  compel  thee 
What  is  it  that  remains  unheard  ? 

Thou  wast  the  light,  stainless,  unfailing : 
Along  my  day  I  bore  it  high, 
My  gloomy  path  with  tranquil  flaming 
Soft  to  enfree ;  now  I'm  bewailing 
Myself,  'twas  I  who  made  it  die  1 

Too  much  it  was  that  thou  hast  hidden. 
Mine  eye  doth  tremble,  pallid  shade, 
Thou  to  my  days  art  now  forbidden 
Unto  my  nights  alone  'tis  given 
To  greet  in  dreams  thee,  pallid  shade. 
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ERNST   HARDT 


The  Spectre 


With  dawn's  grey  fingers  groping  came  the  morrow 
Upon  my  brow,  that  pale  was  still  with  sorrow, 
And  cooler  than  this  cold  white  wall  doth  stand. 

My  tortured  soul  distressed  became  by  numbers, 
And  numbers  e'er  renewed  did  break  my  slumbers ; 
I  raised  my  aching  head  that  found  no  end. 

When  by  thy  form  I  saw^  a  darkness  lower, 
A  hoary  curvbd  monster  there  did  cower : 
It  held  thy  loved  heart  in  evil  hand 

And  gnawed  thereat  ^vith  its  steep  tooth  of  greed — 
When  from  our  cock  the  call  made  it  take  speed. 
The  early  day  came  dawning  on  the  land. 

I  wept,  and  as  my  feverish  brow  I  pressed 

I  knew  as  tie  between  us  two  to  rest 

This  pain,  though  low  it  be  and  as  a  brand, 

The  nights,  the  days  and  our  life  consumes. 
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Thou  in  the  dark  didst  speak  such  words : 

Rough  doth  stern  life  us  grasp 

And  I  am  weak, 

Too  weak  for  its  wild  storms. 

With  gentle  hand  indeed 

I  can  pale  blossoms  tend, 

Around  sore  souls  I  can 

Like  thawing  spring-winds  breathe ; 

Sad  hearts  I  turn  to  smiles, 

And  I  myself  can  weep— but  that  is  all  I 

For  those  stern  storms,  alas  ! 

My  feeble  powers  fail. 

Oh  blow,  thou  loving  breath  ! 
Caress,  thou  gentle  hand  ! 
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LEOPOLD    ZU  ADRIAN^WERBURG 


From  the  Books  of  Sadness 

With  silent  lips  she  met  me  with  a  look 
In  which  the  spirit  doth  the  spirit  know 
By  which  the  soul's  own  inmost  feelings 
So  touchingly  towards  us  flow : 

As  when  in  ancient  grey  cathedral 
The  evening-darkness  slow  descends 
And  gloomy  fragrance  of  old  sorrows 
Austerely  smiling  to  us  bends 

The  fragrance  of  those  long  dead  times 
That  in  the  soul  lament  their  woe. 
The  walls  that  are  incessant  flowing, 
Us  visions  cf  dead  women  show, 

Who  ancient,  faded,  and  time  tired 
The  long  ago  afliictions  mourn, 
And  trembling  in  their  yellow  fingers 
Etherealised  white  lights  are  borne. 
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Whilst  in  oppressive  purple  hue 
That  soft  around  the  arches  breaks, 
Like  to  some  large  and  pale  green  pearls 
The  windows'  mystic  gleam  awakes  ; 

And  ceaseless  searching  through  the  soul 
A  vast  and  pallid  longing  rings, 
In  which  to-day's  dream  with  the  morrow's 
United,  faded  through  the  bosom  sings. 

And  altars  and  the  cross  grow  indistinct 
— A  dome  as  men  in  fever  raise — 
And  only  from  a  wide  and  golden  glory 
Two  mystic  eyes  towards  us  gaze. 
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Early  Verses 
1 

The  feast's  soft  sweetness  when  it  nears  the  end 
Fain  to  the  dying  of  our  love  I'd  lend, — 
But  of  its  dying  nought  to  us  was  known, 
To  us  seemed  dead  the  unlived  life  alone, 

That  in  our  dreams  us  erst  had  deeply  pained 
With  sorrows  tempting  that  we  ne'er  attained, 
Whose  distant  grandeur  us  with  fragrance  filled 
Of  flowers  that  were  wounds — now  are  they  stilled. 

And  life  to  us  did  seem  to  be  the  same 

As  streets,  through  which  at  night  we  frantic  came, 

Where  buildings  with  their  lifeless  rows  inane 

Did  sirange  resound  the  dreaming  souFs  deep  strain ; 

In  front  of  which  again  \v'e  stand  at  day, 
When  all  their  living  charm  has  died  away, 
And  harsh  and  sober  they  at  us  will  stare, 
Night's  raptures  being  fled  that  led  us  there 
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Early  Verses 
II 

Then  knows  the  soul  that  only  her  own  dreams  she 

found 
In  those  deep  gazing  looks  and  sweet  fair  hair  that 

wound. 
The  day  that  went,  to  her  is  as  a  bright-robed  dame 
Seems  to  a  drowsy  crowd,  through  which  at  dusk  she 

came. 

On  charms  that  by  to-morrow  are  ignored,  intent 
We  find  that  by  ourselves  those  charms  were  lent, 
And  our  own  soul,  strangely  sublime  and  grave, 
Doth  shine  with  the  new  worth  that  to  our  life  she  gave. 

As  strangely  beautiful  as  standing  waters'  sheen, 
That  in  the  evening  shines,  where  barren  fields  had 

been, 
Long  after  the  pale  winter  sun's  mournful  adieu 
Had  cast  on  heavy  clouds  the  dying  rays'  deep  hue. 
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RICHARD    PERLS 


Of  New  Concord 

I  make  for  thee  a  bed  in  dream-deep  rest ; 
For  glory  faded  fleet  dost  thou  still  grieve  ? 
I  come  to  thee  with  my  love-worship's  quest — 
And  the  blue  flower  doth  her  secret  leave. 

Art  thou  madonna,  art  thou  fairy  queen  ? 
Thou  comest  veiled  in  white  beauty's  fold. 
I  die  now  glad,  stern  sorrow  soft  I  ween, 
I  yield  to  thee  my  open  soul  to  hold. 

From  glistening  stars  thou  seemest  to  descend,. 
Wide  waves  of  light  resplendent  can  I  hear 
As  once  my  ear  to  soul- strains  did  I  lend — 
Thus  will  I  listen  to  thy  music-sphere. 

I  make  for  thee  a  bed  in  dream-deep  rest — 
Enter,  my  friend,  the  ancient  sanctuary  ! — 
In  which  the  flower  blue  leaves  pure  behest, 
Whispering  a  wisdom  that  is  new  to  thee. 
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FRIED  RICH    GUN  DOLE 


Allegory 

Death  we  refuse  to  see  here  for  a  lease— 

We  flatter  him  and  call  him  a  Redeemer. 

Then  comes  he  tyrant  and  most  loathsome  gleaner, 

Sings  piercing  songs  whose  memory  cannot  cease. 

Bedecked  with  flowers  sits  he  like  a  faun 
Upon  our  dearest  grave— deluded  keeper. 
In  moonlight  sounds  grim  laughter  of  the  Reaper 
Of  lust,  frenzy  and  doom  he's  chanting  wan. 

Fain  would  we  flee.     What  keeps  us  still  in  stress  ? 
Our  eyes'  unfathomable  luring  lust, 
One  erst  by  us — but  not  sufficient — kissed, 
The  mouth  whose  piercing  song  through  tomb  and 
breast  doth  press } 
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GEORG  EDWARD 


Unspoken  Words 

Do  you  know  of  words  unuttered  without  melody  or 

sound 
Graven  far  from  human  insight  on  the  still  heart's 

deepest  ground  ? 
And  upon  their  gloomy  silence  softly  lies  a  magic 

spell, 
Which  no  human  power  unravels  and  no  earthly  art 

can  tell. 

And  as  flowers  which  ignored  in  the  depths  of  ocean 

grow- 
Over  which  now  storm,  now  quiet,  constant  surges 

to  and  fro, 
Thus  the  secret  words  are  peering  upward  to  the 

shining  day 
Storm  and  quiet  pass  for  ever  but  their  slumber 

ne'er  can  stay. 
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Like  a  final  hopeful  yearning,  ere  stern  death  of  life 
takes  hold, 

Like  a  last  despairing  flaming,  ere  the  blood-red 
heat  grows  cold : 

Thus  the  soul  so  slumber-laden,  ever  they  re- 
animate 

And  the  words  which  were  unspoken,  turn  to  sounds- 
articulate. 
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